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too foolish for anything. She to give way to
nerves! So that when they suggested that they
should go to the Palais-Royal, although she
hated to do so, she agreed.

Arrived there, they sat at a little table beneath
a wide awning and watched the scene. The
ladies with their high hats, their long sumptuous
dresses, some of them with canes, all of them
painted, vivacious and, it seemed, without a care
in life, smiled at the men as anglers throw their
baited hooks. The shops glittered, the sun
shone down relentlessly; the moving crowds were
like players in a game where something has to be
found, now suddenly hurrying forwards as though
the scent were ' hot', now hesitating, halting, the
scent lost.

Judith's uneasiness increased. It was the
heat, it was the noise, it was the smell of hot iron
and dried dung and clothes. The long stretches
of the square shone like glass. Some toy bal-
loons, red and green and yellow, were floating
like swollen puff-balls in the air. In one place
a * grimader ' held a little crowd, throwing on and
off his headgear, changing his coat, dancing,
bending backwards. Nearer her there was a
Punch and Judy, and from within the little
coloured box came the sharp rasping cry and the
quick bark of the little frilled dog.

It seemed to her that everyone was hostile,
and this was not all her imagination, for at this
time in Paris, behind the gaiety and laughter,
all nerves were taut, no one knew what was
to happen next, no one could trust his neighbour.